A Subject

the broad pens, the fine pens, the new pen
that refuses to take ink, the old one that is
encrusted ; the wilfulness of the pen that
crosses ; the mania of pens for the collection
of hairs; the difficulties of removing such
hairs ; smudges ; blots ; the problem of what
size blot really matters, and when. Here,
in looking at the operation of writing, we
come upon a large area of human life and
activity ; yet who has explored it and analysed
its content ? One thinks into it like a man
digging in a cave ; the more one discovers the
larger the surface exposed to research.

I come to the ink. How is it made ? I
don't know; if I looked it up in the ency-
clopaedia, I should find a whole article about
that. I fancy that gall and lamp-black come
in. What is gall ? What things have been
done with ink ! How much ink has been shed
by journalists in noble causes ! How pathetic
is the yellowness of old ink ! How true is that
observation of the anonymous Caroline that
we should have very little to drink if all
the sea were ink. A great vista opens up
from ink.

The pen, the ink, the table-cloth (black and
white check); paper; a blue ^ bowl full of
oddments ; a window; brick chimneys ; bare
elms ; a mottled sky. Below, a garden and
plants in winter sleep; a pond where fat
goldfish used to be, and probably still are,
waving to and fro with gaping and closing